THE   BURNING   SECRET

wood-pile. He chuckled contentedly when, half an hour
later, his mother came stealthily out of one of the side
doors with a superb bunch of red roses in her hand, and,
close at her heels, the baron, the traitor.

Both appeared to be in fine fettle, to be enjoying the
fact that they had given Edgar the slip, and could now
relish their secret together, without the boy's watchful
eye perpetually upon them.

The moment had come for the young spy to act. He
sauntered along the path towards the hotel as if he had
not observed them, pretending he was engrossed in the
bushes and birds, giving them ample time to compose
their features after their initial surprise. Very deliber-
ately the child drew nearer, and, when a few yards away,
lifted mocking eyes towards them. Frau Blumental was
the first to recover.

"Ah, there you are at last, Edgar. WeVe been hunt-
ing for you all over the place."

"What a. whopper," thought the boy, as the lie slid
easily off her tongue. But he kept himself in hand, and
drew a veil over the intensity of his hate. They stood in a
bunch, not knowing what to do next, each watching the
other.

"Well, we'd better be starting," said the woman,
nervously plucking the head off one of the beautiful
roses. Her sensitive nostrils quivered, and "Edgar knew
this was a sign that she was angry. The boy did not
move. He continued to gaze indifferently aloft, into the
blue firmament. At length they passed onward down the
path, and he followed. One more endeavour on the
baron's part.

"There's a tennis tournament this afternoon, Eddie.
Don't you want to be there?'3                         %

The boy looked at his interlocutor with unconcealed
disgust, and did not deign to answer. He pursed up his
lips as if about to whistle.
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